CHAPTER      TWELVE
like that cocktail. It's made of rye whisky. How-
ever, it is very mild/
I assured him that I appreciated rye whisky,
*I have had it for many years/ he went on. And
after a second's hesitancy: *In the position which I
occupy I have naturally to be circumspect. By a
strange anomaly the enforcement of the Prohibition
Law, instead of being under the Judiciary, is under
my own Department, the Treasury/
'Can't you shift it off on to somebody else?*
*I might like to/ he said, 'but it appears to be
impractical.*
I learnt afterwards that his description of himself
as 'circumspect' might better have been described
as conscientious* For he is scrupulous that any wine
which is drunk in his house should have been bottled
before the golden days of the Volsted Act* With
him, it is a matter of principle, and he is one of the
few men I have ever met to whom principles are an
iron law.
But again, I care not for principles. As soon as a
biographer begins to talk about principles, you know
that he is either a bore or has nothing to say. I
prefer to draw pictures.
In another room in Massachusetts Avenue there
hangs a Corot - one of the gayest Corots you have
ever seen - a thing of singing branches and laughing
leaves, painted with an almost rapturous rhythm, by
a brush that must surely have trembled with delight.
And one of the first things that Mellon said to me
was:
*I love Corot, not only because he was a great
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